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To morrow we fhallvifu you agimc, 

Prin S wcct health and faire defires contort your grace, 

Kin * x bv owne wife wife I thee, in euery place. £ xit , 

507 . Lady, 1 will commend you to mine owne heart, 

La.Ro» Pray you doc my commendations, 

I would be glad to fee it. 

Boy . .1 would you heard it grone» < 

La.Ro. Isthefouleficke tv 

2?<>7. Sicke at the heart. » ... 

La.Ro. Alackc.lct itbloud.^ 'A‘ , 

Aev. Would that doe it good t 
La.Ro. My Phyhcke laiyeiX. ; 

Boy. Will you priek’c withyour eycj 
La. Ro. No poynt,vt'uh my knife.* 

Boy.- Now God fauetliy life. 

La.Ro. And youts from long Uuing. . 

Bcr. 1 cannot ftay thankf- g'tumg. ^ xtt °- 

Enter Pumainc. .. 

T)»m. Sir, I pray you ayvord: WhatLady is that fame ? 

Boy, Theheircof AlanfoK t Rofalin her name. 

'Bun,. A gallant Lady , Mounficr fare you well. , 

Bono. 1 befeech you a word : what isfec in the white ... 

Bey. A woman fometim.e if you faw her in the light. 

Long. Perchance light in thelight I defire hgr name. 

Boy. She hath but one for her felte, 

To defire that, were a feame. 

Long. Pray you fir whofe daughter l 
Boy. Her Mothers, I haue heard; 

Long. Gods blefeng on your beard. 

Boy . Good fir be not offended, 

Skee is an heyre c&Faulconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choller is ended: 

Shecis a moft fweet Lady, 

Boy , Not vnliktlir that may be. ... 

J -■ Enter-* 


Exit. Long, 
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torn Labour 9 s loft* . 

Enter Berowne, . 

Ber. What’s her name inthe cap, . 

Soy. Katherine by good hap. 

Ber. Is fee wedded, or no, . 

Boy. To her will fir, or fo. . 

Ber. You are welcome fir, adiew.’ 

Boy. Farewell to me fir, and welcome to you . Exit*- . 

La. Ma . That laft is Berowne, the mery mad.cap Lord. 
Not a word with him, but a i$ft. 

Boy. And cuery left but a word. 

EPri. It was well done of you to rake him at his word,. , 
Bgy. I was as willing to grapple, as be was to boord, . 
La.Mn. Two hot feeepes marie. 

And wherefore not Ships ; 

Boy. NoSbeepe (fweet Lamb) vnlefle we feede on your lips 
La.. You feeepdc I pafture: lliall thst finife the icfb? 

Boy. So you grant paflurc forme / 1 
La. Not fo gcntlebcaft, . 

My lips are no Common, though feu erall they be,. 

Boy. Belonging to whom? 

La. To my fortunes and me,.. 

Pri». Good, wits will be iangling but Gentles agree. 

This ciuill warre of wits were much better vfed, 

Qi>Naaar andhis Bookemen, for hecre ’tis abus’d.- 
Bo. If my obferuation (which very feldoroe lies* 

By the hcartsflill Rbetoricke, difclofed with eyes) 

Deeeiueme not now, T^jiuar is infc&ed. 

Prin. With what ? : 

Bo. With that which we Louers in title affeaed. 

Prin. Yourrcafon. 

Bin Why all his tffehauiours doc maiefc theTetire. 

To the Court of his eye, peeping through defire. 

His heart .ikt an Agot with your print impreffed, 

Proud with his forme, in his eye pride cxpreTed. . 

His tongue nllunpitient to fpeakc and not fee.. 

Did flumolewuh hsilein hr. eyefighc-to be,- 
a if fences to chat fence did make their reoairc - 
ipfeelepncly looking^nfaWl offauc * *, 
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